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WI E N the Roman REPUBLIC, from the meaneſt origin, had 
extended its empire over the greater part of the globe, it abandoned 
thoſe principles of conduct which had been the cauſe of its increaſe 
and greatneſs. Inſtead of thoſe domeſtic virtues, which had formed 
the character of its citizens, to excel in every ſpecies of public exer- 
tion, an enervating indolence and ſenſuality were gradually intro- 
duced. The poſſeſſion of Aſia, deluged Italy, with the riches 
and vices of the Eaſt, and Luculius entered the City, both the Con- 
queror of Mitbridates, and the deſtroyer of the virtues of his coun- 
try. From that fatal period, all reverence to the ancient diſcipline 
or inſtitutions, ſeems to have been totally loſt; all ranks of men 
ruſhed headlong into the moſt profligate luxury: the only conteſt be- 
tween Patricians and Plebeians was, who ſhould be moſt corrupt ; 
and the public Liberty, as might be expected, was abandoned to 
every invader. Rome, no longer peopled by patriots and heroes, be- 


came the miſerable nurſe of tyrants and ſlaves; a theatre where Am- 

bition called her votaries to mutual ſlaughter ; and a dreadful ſpecta- 

cle to the aſtoniſhed world, of the miſeries which attend ſucceſsful 
oppreſſion, and greatneſs not founded upon virtue. Sylla, after hay- 

ing in the ſocial war inured his ſoldiers to the murder of their allies, | 

armed them, by a natural progreſſion of guilt, againſt the laws and 

liberties of their country. The Roman veteran, from that inſtant, 


became 


became a deſperate aſſaſſin, who wore a ſword for the perpetration of 
every crime. The ſacred flame of public freedom, or private affec- 


tion, was extinguiſhed in his unrelenting breaſt ; and he ſaid to his 
general, 


« Pectore fi fratris, gladium jugulove parentis, 
* Condere me jubeas, gravideve in viſcera parti 
.* Conjugts, invitd peragam tamen omnia dextrd.” 


In this ſtate of affairs the celebrated Triumvirate aroſe. Three indi- 
viduals, Cæſur, Pompey, and Craſſus, after having triumphed over the 


laſt efforts, which the defenders of their Country's rights were able 


to make, ſhared the Roman empire, like an hereditary, patrimony, 
among them. To Craſſus were allotted the Eaſtera Provinces, in 
which his avarice had long meditated an unprovoked war, to gratify 
itſelf with the ſpoils and riches of thoſe favor'd countries. He was 
therefore no ſooner inveſted with theſe new powers, than he made 
preparations for an expedition againſt the Parthians. This people 


was at that time in alliance with his own nation, and therefore the 
| injuſtice of attacking them, was too flagrant not to excite horror and 


deteſtation even in the minds of the corrupted and degenerated Ro- 


mans themſelves : particularly ATTE1vs, one of the tribunes of the 


people, aſter having ineffectually oppoſed this impious war, array'd 
himſelf in the ſolemn veſt ments which were uſed in the dreadful cere- 
monies of devoting any one to'the infernal Gods, and placed himſelf 


at the gate, through which Craſſus was to lead his troops to the 


Parthian expedition. In this habit he met that general, and ſcatter- 
ing incenſe ovcr a fire which burnt before him, muttered the moſt 


. horrid | 


— 
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horrid execrations, and devoted Craſſus and his legions to deſtruction, 
The Romans believed that theſe execrations were never ineffectual; 
but their conſequences were thought ſo fatal, even to the perſon who 


pronounced them, that they were very rarely practiſed. Hiſtory in- 


forms us, that in this inſtance the popular ſuperſtition was not de- 


- ceived; for Craſſus ſuffered the moſt ſhameful defeat; and after 


having ſeen the death of his ſon, and the deſtruction of his army, was 


himſelf ingloriouſly ſlain. This action of Atteius, is the ſubje& of 
the following Poem. a 
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HE N ſordid GRASS US led his deſtin d band, 
To fall unpitied on the Parthian ſtrand ; 


| Before the city gates, his fatal way, AY 


He ſtood, and ſilent mark d the long array. 


| While through the glitr ring files he darts his eyes, 
Unuſual tranſports in his boſom riſe, 


> 


He taſtes the glories of the diſtant war, 
Sees captive Monarchs ſtru ggle at his car; 


[ ; 37 Þ 


The Parthian trembling in his wild domains, 

And Rome's proud eagle towring o'er the plains. 

Thus, while to fate and future evils blind, 

He rolls imagin'd triumphs in his mind) 

The mournful prophet of his Country's woes, 

In ſullen majeſty the tribune roſe. | 4 

Ane hand ſtretch d out, invokes celeſtial ire, : 

And one extended o'er a glimmering fire, 

Feeds with inceſſant toil the fatal flame, 

Which gleams portentous to the Roman name— 

A ſudden fear, the ſtarting hoſt impedes— 

Back preſs the legions—back recoil the ſteeds— 

Ev'n he, the haughty Chief, beyond the reſt, 

Felt ſecret horrors tear his guilty breaſt ; 

While a loud voice, that ſhook the dark abodes, 

Thus utter'd dreadful words, and call d th avenging 
Gods. 


With | 
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With ev'ry power of heaven and carth thy foe, 
Whither, O gloomy warrior, doſt thou go ? 


What moves thy mind to quit thy glitt'ring home, 
The pomps and glories of imperial Rome ? 
Where ſong and dance chace gently down the light, 
And pleaſure ſtrews her roſes o'er the night; 

| Where ſmiling beauty offers all her charms, 

And every Syren woos thee to her arms— 


Is it in vain that ravag'd nature pours 
Her choiceſt gifts on yon rapacious ſhores? 

To glut thy pride, mild Aſia yields her ſpoils, 

Vext Europe bleeds, and groaning Afric toils.— 

Is it too little to content thy ſoul, 

I | That from the ſcorch'd Equator to the Pole 

No ſound is heard, through all the wide domains, 
But Roman ſcourges, and the clank of chains? 

And now, leſt perſecuted Freedom hide "| 
Some ſecret aerie from thy impious pride; 


Where 
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Where fenc'd by rocks, her choſen brood ſhe forms, 
To face the ſun, and mount upon the ſtorms : 
Thy pride impels thee, on this favor d ſeat, 
To rouze her eagle in its laſt retreat. 
Could juſt allies excite this frantic rage? 
No—darker thoughts thy rancorous mind engage. 
A common victory thy pride diſdains : _ 
Rome muſt thy triumph grace—but Rome in chains, 
That thou may'ſt flouriſh in thy Country's wreck, 
And fix a yoke on every free-born neck : 
For this muſt ſeas of gore all Aſia ſtain ; 
O hateful enterprize! O war prophane ! 
For this thy banners flutter in the wind ; 
Oaths loſe their power, and treaties ceaſe to bind. 
This fills thy hand with ſacrilegious arms, 
And ſhakes the Parthian empire with alarms— 

But, Craſſus! pauſe and hear Heaven's awful will; 
Its prophet I, and meſſenger of ill! 
_ Thrice 


1 


Thrice, warrior, I devote thee to the tomb ;— 


Hear loweſt Hell, and ratify the doom !— 
Lo! thrice I ſcatter, with a dreadful hand, 


Funercal flames on yon devoted band! 


Theſe are the flames of horror and affright, 
| Diſhonourable death, and ſhameful flight, | 
Snatch'd from the mournful realms of everlaſting night! - 


* 


| Ye direful ſiſters, bane, and ruin ſpread ! 


Here, bid your ſerpents all their venom ſhed ! RE 


Oh! ſpare not, ſpare not this deteſted crew, 
+ Who dare, in guiltleſs blood, their impious arms im- 


brue ! 


When firſt they give th' ill-omen'd trumpet, breath, 


Hurl from your treſſes, peſtilence, and death! 


But when more dreadful glows the battle's rage, 


3 And ruſhing hoſts in dubious war engage; 
fs | Cc Then 
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Then miniſters of vengeance gleam confeſt ! - 


— 


Scatter diſmay, and wither every breaſt! 

Shade, with your dragon wings diſplay'd the ground, 
And ſhricking, wave your Stygian brands around !— 
See, Jove himſelf allows your madneſs way, 

And arm'd with terrors, points ye to the prey ! 

Ev'n now he bids portentous thunders roll, 

And redder lightnings glimmer from the pole. 


Ye come - ye come — ſtern daughters of deſpair, 
Ye come and loweſt hell has heard my prayer. 

A ſudden night your baneful preſence flings; 

I hear the ruſtling of your ſable wings. 

Such hideous phantoms may appal the bold 
Ev'n I confeſs your power, and tremble to behold. 
In vain, ye wives, and matrons, ye combine, 

To cloud with incenſe each relentleſs {ſhrine ! 
Whole herds in unavailing fires ye burn; 

Ah! never, never muſt theſe youths return.— 


Far 


ET 
Far diſtant from your pious cares they lie, 


I 


Unknown, unwept, beneath an hoſtile ſky : 
| Where, no fond maid, nor widow'd bride appears, 
To kiſs their wounds, and bathe them with her tears. 
£ But round their limbs, unburied on the ſhore, 
Shrieks the fell vulture as he quaffs the gore; 

Revels the fierce hyæna in their blood; 


| And dogs of rapine drink the crimſon flood. 
— | — 
| 
| 
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What myſtic viſions flaſh upon my ſoul ! 


| | No bounds reſtrain me, and no laws controul. 

Some hand unſeen, to my aſtoniſh d eye, R - 
8 Rends the dark veil, and opens all the ſky. 

Deteſted walls ! ye terrible abodes 


Of guilty men, and ſanguinary gods! 3 1 


Where foul corruption ſtains the conſcious light, 
And ev'y ſecret crime pollutes the night. 


Where 


Where in the very ſhrines, to Freedom vow'd, 


Foul Comus howls his frantic orgies loud 


* 


Where tyranny erects her hundred thrones, = | 3 } 


And deaf to nature's voice, and pity's groans, 


Ev'n mid the ſong, the dance, the lute's ſoft breath, 

Feeds her remorſeleſs ſoul with deeds of death; 

And circled with the wreath which pleaſure weaves, 

Stains with the blood of men the drooping leaves 

Oer thee, O Rome, and thy proud towers on high, - Pe 


Stern vengeance hovers in the lurid ſky ! 
From the drear regions of the frozen North, 
Lo! deſolation calls her ſquadrons forth! 
Reſiſtleſs in i their rage, I ſee the band, . 
Spread like a gatlr ring whirlwind o'er the land. 5 

Ruin purſues their ſteps, war ſtalks before, 

And Slaughter marks his way with ſtreams of gore. 


Now burſts the tempeſt on yon radiant ſpires, | 
And wrapt in pitchy clouds, and ſmould'ring fires, | 


The tyrant of the world, and foe to peace, expires.— 
| And 


* . 


And art thou mixt, proud city, with the ground? 


Ye nations of the carth exult around! 


Let hymns of triumph echo to the ſkies! — 


Freed from thy chains, majeſtic world ariſc ! 
No more by partial luxury confin d, 
Pour forth thy common treaſures on the kind ! 
| Bid-ripening vintages, and waving corn, 
, ide thy fair boſom, and thy vales adorn! 
| Bid arts, and induſtry, extend their reign =» 


Be Freedom's altars rear d on every plain! 
From woods, from wilds, from every ſecret cave, 
ng From dark cliffs, tottering o'er the foaming wave, 
Call forth thy harmleſs ſons ; and guide their eyes, 
To where in duſt the proud oppreſſor lies !— 
Now wing the arrow from the twanging bow, 
Now break the ſoil, or lay the foreſt low ! 
No haughty Lord ſhall riot in your ſpoils, 


Or ſeize the fruits, a ſtranger to the toils. 
EL : In 
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In his own ſhades, beneath the bended vine, 


The jocund peaſant ſhall at eve recline; 
And praiſe the bounteous gods, with garlands crown'd, 
N His ſmiling progeny all liſtening round. 


No trumpet ſcares the ſhepherd, from his loves ; 


No faulchin glitters through the gloomy groves ; 
No father views the beauties of his race, 
Condemn d to wicher in a loath d embrace: | 8 
Or weeping, thanks the Gods, who not in rage, | 
Denied a brood of ſlaves, and favd from ſhame his - 
age. — . = x | 


Ocean himſelf, that pour'd his mighty tide, 
Beneath the ſullen laws of human pride, 


From bondage reſcued, ſeems to rear his head, => | 
And call the nations to his ample bed: — þ 


Pleas d to tranſport their fleets, where'er he rolls, E: 


8 Diffuſe Heaven's bleſſings, and unite the poles.— 


- Or 


3 | 13 


O'er the wide ſtream of ages, as they ſtray, 


Sce ſate relenting, ſheds a milder ray: 


And pitying human miſeries, beſtows 


On wretched man, a reſpite from his woes !— 


_ Farther, yet farther, would I read the ſkies ; 


But darkneſs cloſes round, and ſhades them from my 
| eyes. | 
A Now Chief! purſue the purpoſe of thy hate ! 
1 Lead theſe devoted legions to their fate ! 
; | | Though ſwiſter than the wind thy eagles fly, | 
The Parthian ſhaſt ſhall reach them in the ſky. N . 


Here ſtand the limits of the Roman pride, 
And Heaven and Hell roll back the ſwelling tide. 
Thus hurling flames, on yonder ghaſtly bands, 
I blaſt their courage, and diſarm their hands. 
By this the ſpear ſings harmleſs through the gales, 
The ſword is blunted, and the arp fails . 


0 


While 
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While every javelin by a foe impreſt, 

Shall ſtamp its vengeance on a Roman breaſt.— 
What arc thy troops ?—A weak and ſervile train, 
Allur d to deeds of death by ſordid gain. 

Their Country's ſhame—The pamper'd City's lees, 
Unnerv'd by indolence, and vile diſeaſe, 

Whom neither honor warms, nor Peace and F reedom | | 


pleaſe. Eo 


Sworn flave of lawleſs powT, and foe to right, 
Thy dark aſſaſſin ruſhes to the fight: 

Nor love, nor ſhame, his harden'd boſom knows, 
Nor tender ſympathy for human woes : 

But nurs'd in foreign war, or civil ſtrife, 

Stranger to all the ties which ſweeten life, * 

As chance directs, a guilty ſword he draws, 


For ev'ry leader, and in ev'ry caule. 


Hopes thy fond ſoul, with bands like theſe, to tame 
The Parthian warrior's fierce and god-like flame? 


— 


BB 


In native liberty ſecure, he fears, 


Nor thy bright falchins, nor thy barbed ſpears. 


He ſpurs his courſer, ſwifter than the wind, 
And leaves the terrors of thy war behind : 
Then ruſhes to the fight with ſhifted reins, 
And half thy boaſted legions ſtrew the plains. 


What brings the clanging eagles from afar * 
They ſcent the carnage, and expect the war. 
Ye fowls obſcene, and cv ry ravenous beaſt, 
Exulting come I call ye to the feaſt. 

Go, Craſſus go !—-Purſue thy fatal way, 


Nor longer rob the monſters of their prey! 


| 5 | The furies triumph, and thy genius yields. 


| | But when the ſhout of deſolation roars, 


And carnage deluges the waſted ſhores 
E 


No more my voice detains thee from the fields. — 


1 [44:1 
Amid the ſcene of anguiſh and affright, 
Of dubious horror, and uncertain flight ; 
Think on the doom thy adverſe gods declare, 
J . Think on che Roman augur— and deſpair! 
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